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wore a long white cotton robe, which was indescrib-
ably dirty, and an enormous dirty white turban. As
they approached him he unwound the folds of his
turban, and displayed his hair to the crowd which
surrounded him. It was plaited and matted into
two thin coils upon the top of his head, and its length
had not been by any means exaggerated by Punchi-
rala. The sanyasi spoke only a strange language,
unintelligible to the Tamils and Sinhalese in the
crowd, but there stood by him an old Tamil man
who interpreted what he said.
Babun led Silindu up to the sanyasi and dropped
the money in the bowl. He explained what he
wanted to the old Tamil, who understood and spoke
(very badly) Sinhalese. The crowd pressed forward
to listen. The sanyasi and his interpreter muttered
together. The old man then addressed the crowd,
and told them that the holy man could not consult
the god, or give an answer, with them pressing upon
him. There was much talking and excitement, but
at last a large circle was cleared, and the crowd
was induced to move away out of earshot. Most of
the people squatted down, and, though they could
not hear a word of what followed, they watched in
the hope of some exciting development.
Babun and Silindu squatted down in front of the
sanyasi. Karlinahami, Hinnihami, and the others